John                              THE FOOL
Drinkwater
POOR fool who stood alone,
A-staring at a tree,
Wherein a wild bird sang;
The world with tidings rang,
Of a new world to be;
He stood as any stone
A-staring at a tree.
Honour was everywhere
In action on that day;
Old wrongs were put away,
And envy overthrown
By nations met in prayer,
As sometimes warriors pray;
And he, the poor fool, he
Still stood as any stone
To stare upon a tree.
It was a silly bird,
Piping an idle note,
Unworthy to be heard
By men come to engage
Another golden age;
A foolish bird, who wrote
But green songs in a tree
With but a fool to see,